No Wands Required 


“Bridge, we are stationary above the coordinates.” 

“Excellent. Ops, visual and audio to me.” 

“Roger that. Bridge. Visual and Audio locked to your panel.” 

Practiced hands flew over the keys on the panel. The wall screen focused into a land, broad and 
hilly, all bathed in the colors of the darkening sky. Deep blues and grays, lavenders and throaty 
purples described the topology. And then the magnification increased and increased until the 
screen displayed a castle, lighted in candlelight and torchlight, in contrast to the land. Light 
grays with salmon color roof bricks deflned the towers and the walls. It was sprawling, showing 
several entrances to the grounds. Using the paddle, she scrolled and tapped a few keys. It took 
the focus to a tighter level and pointed to a much-used but unpaved back path that led from the 
kitchen herb yard to a small forested feature of the bailey. Her cursor followed the old path to a 
small wild forest left on its own to grow as it wanted. 

One more click and the forest differentiated into obvious objects, trees encircled one area, 
bisected by the old worn trail. There were both evergreen trees of many shapes intermixed 
randomly with trees which also had many different shapes of leaves that would fall soon. When 
autumn arrived, that path would be laden with leaves and crackle underfoot. She knew who was 
using the path and continued to deflne the focus to a circle inside the forest. Perhaps once it had 
held an old dwelling, but nothing of that remained. Instead, there was a grassy sward, the grass 
the deep blue color of the coming night. It was manicured, as were the hedges that encompassed 
the circle. A small circular boundary between the hedge and the grass would hold flowers in the 
spring, but now, was dark with the mulch that allowed it to grow enriched as it lay fallow. All 
but the worn path, she noted. One more click, the screen showed the center of the grassy circle. 
There were two old white horses, sitting, rather than standing, on either side of the path’s end; 
beside them were four of the oldest bloodhounds alive also sitting, two to each side close to the 
old horses. She sighed. Good souls, all. 

The twilight sky darkened, allowing the full moon and all the stars to light the scene below. The 
deep blues, greens, and purples started showing definition and reflection. An old stone bench 
situated at the farthest spot from the path gave a twinkle from the mica in the stone’s gray grain 
and the seat, worn from thousands of human uses, shown smooth in the light. She could tell that 
taking a seat there would give one a view of the castle spires as well as a dot of wall at the far 
end of the path. She had looked in on this grove many times; had actually seen that bench, albeit 
in another garden some miles from its current place, once, so long ago... 

In front of that bench in the middle of the grass-filled grove, a woman was lying, partially on top 
of a large block of marble, her hips, legs and bare feet off to one side, bathed from head to toe 
with the moon’s light, giving graceful outline to her slim body. She was richly dressed in a light 
blue velvet dress with an overskirt of lavender and had on a long cloak with a hood. Her head 
was down on the marble, looking to the side; intent on that old worn bench. Her body moved 
with deep breaths. She was sighing. And then she moved her small hand to her face, using a 
small handkerchief to dab at her tears with a delicate move. The long sleeved dress ended in 
ivory lace at the cuffs and trimmed the hem. She moved her hand on the marble, handkerchief 



clutched in her last three lingers, she used her finger to draw in outline across the carving on the 
top of the marble. 

Her ornately embroidered cloak glistened in the moonlight: a deep periwinkle in the shadowed 
folds, a beautiful floral design contrasted the periwinkle with a silver thread on the edges of the 
cloak and the hood that had fallen from her head. The silver flowers sparkled in the moonlight, 
as did brilliant stones that also sparked when she moved. Her long hair was white with age, but 
was still encircled with the small tiara from where the stones danced in multiple colors in the 
light. She had animals all around her, animals who had always stayed with her throughout her 
life. But, she was alone. The movement of her chest told anyone who would look that she was 
sobbing into the sleeve of her rieh velvet gown. A few mice crept eloser to her. The old horses 
were still sitting and watching her, shaking their heads and chuffing. The dogs next to them 
whined quietly. Eventually, they all settled and just watched because they were used to this 
same scene from countless evenings before. Only an old black and white cat ignored the mice, 
the horses, and the dogs and came the closest of all, mewling and pushing at her hand that rested 
on the marble. And so, the elegant old grandmother sat up on the grass next to the marble 
rectangle and took the cat into her lap, all the while still sobbing. The cat’s purr, as it moved into 
a napping ball of black fur was the only other thing heard besides the woman’s catching of 
breath and eonstant tears. 

Deft hands moved across the panel, engaging the audio in a two-way mode. 

“Ella?” The disembodied voice sounded throughout the small eircle. “Ella, are you ready to 
go?” 

The woman lifted her face, looking for the source of the voice. Her face had tracks. Many 
tracks showed the smile wrinkles of old age. There were glistening traeks of tears, and the 
moonshine also reflected on tiny tracks from years of squinting to read and write with poor eyes. 
She could see nothing changed around her, but the pressure in the grove had changed, just like it 
had changed in the garden down the hill a half century ago, and she knew. “What? Where? Is 
that you?” 

The pressure that filled the grove became a shimmering light. A very old woman appeared from 
the light. She was tall and wore a flowing robe whose color moved with her eareful steps from 
gray to soft light blue to a shimmer of gold, ft covered her from her neck to her feet with the tiny 
black tips of her shoes just showing. She, too, wore a hooded cloak over the robe, but her hood 
was up, covering most of her white hair, although she had a rose pink color band that bordered 
the hood and became a large bow just at the neck. The band outlined her face, matching her 
cheeks, still very bright pink, still youthful. Her eyes twinkled, just as they always did, brilliant 
blue, and her smile lit up the grove. She took two steps and promptly sat on the bench looking at 
the woman seated on the grass just arm’s length away. 

“Oh, it is you! “ Ella didn’t get up, but a faint smile started, then stopped. 

“Dear Ella, of course it’s me. Now, I ask you a second time: Are you ready to go?” 

“Go where?” Ella picked up the cat in her arms and got up in one graceful move of obvious 
strength. She moved over to the bench and sat beside the other woman. “Please help me! I have 
thought of you every day for this last year. No, that isn’t true. I’ve thought of you all the time 
throughout the years. I always wondered where you were. Did you see the children? Did you 
still watch over me.” 



“I never stopped, dear. And, if you really needed me, I would have been here in an instant. But 
you were always strong and bright and beautiful. If you would have ealled out to me. I’d have 
been here. And so, I just zipped past, as they say, taking in the wonderful weave of your tapestry 
as you deftly ereated all I see. And, of eourse, I saw your lovely brood. Five of the most 
beautiful, brilliant young minds I’ve ever seen. And one of them King now. Your kingdom has 
the luek few in the universe have: good, steady governanee from wise, benevolent, competent 
people.” 

“Yes.” Ella, sighed. “We have been gifted with wonders. I can’t help smiling, and then crying. 
But now, it is mostly crying. I do not like being alone.” The mice chittered. The cat looked up 
and touched her face with a paw. “Oh, not you! You sweethearts are always with me. It’s 
just...” 

The older woman looked at Ella. “I know. When we love and become one with all our soul, this 
ending is beyond all of our ability. It never heals. It never goes away. Is that it, dear?” 

“Exactly! But I feel closer here. We celebrated our birthdays, our anniversaries in this grove. 

We played with the children. We read to them here. And we came here to get away from 
Court.” Ella looked at the center of the grove, smiling at a memory. “The King, I mean this 
King, our son, was conceived right there.” Ella pointed to the marble with a deft twist of her 
hand, fingers moving towards the marker. “It was easy to bring up the bench from father’s 
garden. And he wanted me to have it when I told him the amazing story of how I came to be at 
his father’s ball.” 

The older woman reached up a wizened hand and moved a lock of hair back behind Ella’s ear. 
“You have done very well. I’m glad to have come back on this auspicious date.” 

“I am so bereft. I only last through a day so that I can walk down here. They all come with me, 
of course. I knew that they were as enchanted by you as I was that night. The mice crept closer 
to the bench, not fearing the old cat. “I never thought that the cat would come with all of us, but 
he ran from that house when he came there and found me. Two weeks later, we found him, wet, 
hungry, and cold, outside the path’s gate. He never touched the mice again.” The black cat took 
a minute to groom his white ruff, looked up at Ella, meeped, and then curled into a tighter ball, 
resuming his loud purring. Ella pointed to the marble. “We always said we wanted to be buried 
here...” 

Now, it was obvious that the block, so perfectly white and glistening of its own inner warmth 
and carved with an artisan’s beautiful script was a gravestone, barely weathered. The words told 
of the king’s dates of birth and death, a long life that had ended exactly one year ago. 

Ella broke off with a little choked sound. Tears began all over again. “I have nothing left. The 
world is so dark now.” 

“Dark? Well, of course it’s dark, dear, you’ve been here since lunchtime and it’s now 
approaching the deep dark of night. I have watched you carving that path from your castle to his 
grave and wondered if you would ever call me. Well! I lost patience and just decided to get the 
first word in. You do need my help, and I’m here to grant you one more wish. And so, I ask for 
the third time: Are you ready to go?” 

“Go? Go where? Oh, I couldn’t. They need me. And all of my little friends...” Ella stopped, 
looking as if there were lists to be made of all she needed to do right that minute. 



“Why, with me, of course. Ella, what do they need you for? Oh, I know: They need you for the 
pomp and circumstance. For the wonderful parades and balls and dinners where the Queen 
Mother shows off her beautiful clothes and her wonderful smile. They need you to gather up 
your grandchildren to tell them the magical tale of how you became Princess, then Queen 
Consort. And all of those things pale in comparison to the times your son comes to you for 
advice about the kingdom. Do I have your list down correctly?” 

A laugh. A real laugh! Her first in a year, at least. The mice chittered again. The horses and 
dogs made whinnies and soft gruffs, respectively. The cat merely looked annoyed at being 
disturbed by Ella’s tummy moving in a deep laugh, so long in coming. “Ah, you know, that is 
my list, but I would put the last one first. Actually, all of it in reverse order. And, I prefer to fuss 
around the garden in my old clothes. That way, my friends can be with me. My friends!” 

“They are the hardest to leave of all? Well, there really were two reasons I came back now, 

Ella. Your friends, all of your guardians are reaching the end of their long, happy lives. I never 
leave a job unfinished, you know. Sometimes, I barely sleep for all the bits and bobs I need to 
keep track of. I rarely get to have two items I can take care of at once. But, this is one time 
when I can take care of these two at the same time.” 

“You’ve not answered my question. Fairy Godmother.” Ella looked at the woman sitting next to 
her. “Go where?” 

“Did you ever wonder how I came to you that night? Why, when things were darkest, a dream 
came true? And not just any dream, but one fantastical and magical at that? Well, dear, it’s my 
job.” 

“Your job? Being a Fairy Godmother is a job? A position?” 

“Indeed, just that, a position. One works hard to get the title of Fairy Godmother, and not 
everyone gets to be one, you know. Oh, there is some training, a few languages to learn, some 
things that are far beyond the wonderful workings of the artisans and engineers of this land.” 

“I would imagine. I have always imagined. Like the heavy pressure I felt that night and tonight 
just before you appeared. I noticed.” 

“And because you noticed, you are one of the few I have asked over the years.” 

“I am sure I want to do this...” 

“Well,” Fairy Grandmother stood up. “What are we waiting for?” 

“But, what about my friends, my children, my grandchildren?” 

“Well, as to that...” Fairy Grandmother turned towards the entry of the pathway. She smiled at 
the old horses and dogs who each were now sleeping, no, more than sleeping. They had laid 
down and were silent, at rest at last. She waved at them and they became marble statues, each on 
a plinth, each with their names engraved. Lining the pathway to the solo gravestone. Then, as 
Ella looked toward the stone, she saw that her little mice friends had moved away from her, 
sitting down and laying down in small groups, just as they did when they were with her: their old 
family groups. And they, too, with tiny sighs, laid their heads down and were still. Again, Fairy 
Godmother waved at them and they became small statues themselves, each group inside a tiny 
white marble temple that glistened in the moonlight. 



Now, Fairy Godmother turned to the center of the grove again and snapped her fingers. A 
second marble rectangle appeared next to the first. She pointed her finger and the meticulous 
carving of the first gravestone was replicated on the second, but with a change of name and 
dates. 

“There, dear. Anyone who knows you, will know that I was here. What they will not know is 
that you are not there.” She put out her hand and Ella took it in hers. 

“Oh! Figaro!” The old cat was still in her arm, comfortable in the crook of her elbow, claw 
extended into her cloak. He looked up at Ella and made a satisfied burp. 

“Well, it seems that Figaro has made a choice, as he did so long ago. Eet’s take him with us, 
shall we? We always have room for a special friend. Hold tight, dear, to my hand and to him.” 

Fairy Godmother looked around. From a distance, she heard voices and the rushing footsteps 
running towards them from the old path. “It’s time.” 

“Your wand, Fairy Godmother? Where is your wand?” 

Fairy Godmother pressed a small pin on her cloak. The air became heavy with pressure, and the 
three beings started to sparkle and fade, which is what the King and his wife, his brothers and 
sisters and all the grandchildren, and his guards all saw before they saw nothing at all in the 
grove, save a second gravestone. “No wands required, dear. No wands required.” Those words 
hung on the air. 



